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months exquisitely flowered, but at her death every petal had
fallen. Bored with an existence which provided no scope for
his exceptional capabilities, he had tried to kill time with one
liaison after another. Satiety but no satisfaction had come
from them. His luxurious life, his lack of incentive had dulled
his being. The man who walks back into these pages is a
dreary, depressed and depressing creature; his voice has sunk,
his face is blank with boredom. The word blase might have
come into being especially to describe him. Though only just
on thirty-eight and in good health, he wears a wig for fear of
catching cold, treble-soled boots for fear of damping his
feet, and rides a pony instead of a horse, so as to be less
shaken.
Stockmar, now created Baron Stockmar, had become his
inseparable friend and adviser, but even he at times groaned
with exasperation over his master. Greece, now at the end
of her war of independence, was in need of a king, and Leopold
was anxious that he himself should be chosen. It was at
this juncture that there occurred the most curious reverberation
of his married life.
One evening in September of 1828 he was sitting in the
private theatre of the palace at Potsdam. The play had not
yet begun, and he sat in his usual condition of ennui listening
to the orchestra. A, first cousin of Stockmar, Karoline Bauer,
a lively but extremely well brought-up girl of twenty-one,
the daughter of an officer in the Grand-ducal Baden dragoons,
was going to act that night. Leopold had never seen her,
though, when a child, he and his brothers and sisters had
known and used to play with Karoline's mother. While
the orchestra fiddled away, Karoline, naturally interested to
look at the man to whom her cousin was devoting his life,
crept up on the other side of the curtain and peeped through.
She was surprised to see a man a good deal older than she
had expected. Her young eyes stared at the pale cameo-cut
face, the black eyes and hair: but the thing that chiefly struck
her was his overwhelming air of lassitude. However, all this
languor disappeared the moment Karoline Bauer stepped on
to the stage, for there, to his amazement, Leopold saw before
him an all but exact replica of Charlotte! The likeness struck
him as "literally astonishing." Leopold did not let the matter
rest at his looking at KaroKne through opera-glasses. He was
determined to possess her. He went to see her and her mother,
and made Karoline the offer of a morganatic marriage*
Both Karoline and her mother were bewildered at such an